386                               TOO LATE.

A cold perspiration stood on her forehead. She
opened her lips to shriek to her mother : but checked
herself when she heard her stirring gently in the outer
room. Her pulses throbbed too loudly at first for her
to hear distinctly: but she felt that it was no moment
for giving way to emotion; by a strong effort of will,
she conquered herself; and then, with that preter-
natural acuteness of sense which some women possess,
she could hear everything her mother was doing.
She heard her put on her shawl, her bonnet; she
heard her open the front door gently. It was now
long past midnight. Whither could she be going at
that hour ?

She heard her go gently to the left, past the
window; and yet her footfall was all but inaudible.
No rain had fallen, and her shoes ought to have
sounded on the hard earth. She must have taken
them off. There, she was stopping, just by the
school-door. Now she moved again. She must have
stopped to put on her shoes; for now Grace could
hear her steps distinctly, down the earth bank, and
over the rattling shingle of the beach. Where was
she going *? Grace must follow!

The door was fast: but in a moment she had re-
moved the table, opened the shutter and the window.

"Thank God that I stayed here on the ground
floor, instead of going back to my own room when
Major Campbell left. It is a providence ! The Lord
has not forsaken me yet!" said the sweet saint, as,
catching up her shawl, she wrapped it round her, and